
Pc'tmt, 

©r whether can I, having thus tnis-i3onc» 

Vnto my Father or my Brothers runne. 

As much as you to me, falfc Jafon fwore, 

\nto Medea, yet from Acfom doore. 

He after did exile her : Now poore heart# 

Where is thy Father that (hould take thy part? 

Old Aetes or Calciope ? thou tookeft 
No aide from them » who thou before foi fookeft* 
Or fay thou didft (alas they cannot heare 
Thy fad complaints) yet 1 no fqch thing fearc, 

No more Mede 2 did,good hopes ingage 
Themfelves fo farre, they faile in their prefage s 
You fee the (hips that in theMayne are toft. 

And many times by tempefts wrackt and loft. 

Had at their latmcing from the Havens mouth, 

A fiuooth fea, and a calme gale from the South. 
Befidcs, the brand your mother dreampt (lie bare 
The night before your birth, breeds me frefli care. 
It prophccide, ere many yeares expire. 

Inflam’d Troy muft burnc with Greeks fire. 

As nus favours you, becaufe (he gained, 

A double prize by you; yet thedifdained 
And vanqui(h’dGoddeffe$, difgrac’d fo late, 

May be are you hard,! therefore feare their hate * 
Nor make no queftiori, but if I confort you. 

And for a Ravi(hcr our Greece report you ; 

Warrc will be wag’d with T voy, and you fliall rue* 
The fword ('alas ) your conqueft (hall putfue. 
When Hypodamia at her brideale feaft. 

Was rudely ravifhed by her Centaur gueft, 
Becaufe the Salvages the Bride durft ccaze, 
Warregrcwbetwi^c them and the LapytkesS 


Pecmsl 

Dr tbinke you MeneUm hath no fpleene f 
nr that he hath not power to avenge his teene? 
m that old Tyndarw this wrong can fmochcr ? 

Or the two famous Twins each lov’d of other* 

So where your valour and rare deedes you boaft. 

And warlike fpirit* in which you triumph moft 5 
gy which you have attain’d’mongft Souldicrs grace, * 
Hone will beleeve you that but fees your face, 
y oU r feature and fairc (hape,is fitter farre 
for amorus Courtftiips, than remorfclefle warre $ 

Let rough hew’d Souldiers warlike dangers prove, 

Xis pi tty Tarii fhould doe ought fave love. 

Htflor (whom you fo praife ) for you may fight, 
jlcfinde you warre to skirmilh every night, 

Which (hall become you better : were I wife, 

And bold withall, I might obtaine the prize, 
jnfuch fwcete fingle Combats, hand to .’ and, 

’Gainft which no woman that is wife will ftantj ; 

Mv Champion lie encounter breaft to breaft. 

Though I were fure to fall, and be o’repreaft. 

In that your private conference in treate me, 

I apprehend you, and you cannot cHeate me, 

Jknow the meaning, durft I yceld thereto, 

Of what you would conferre ; what you would doe. 
You are too forward# you too farre would wade. 

But yet (God knowes) your harvefts in the blade# 

My tyred pen fliall here his labour cnd» 

A guilty fence intheevifh lines I fend. 

Speake next when your occafion beft perfwadc^ 

By ciymenea and Aetbra my two maidcs. 
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